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O n Monday night of last week an en- 

tertainment was provided for the people of 
New York which we regret to say very few en- 
joyed. About ten o’clock in the evening there 
was a great rolling of drums, and a handful of 
undersized and slouchy men in uniforms trotted 
on the Plaza north of Union Square, set out 
guards, and proceeded to execute some strange 
manceuvres which, had there been anything 
like unanimity in the party, might have been 
taken for a military drill, But there was noth- 
ing military about the performance. The lead- 
ers, with much noise and exertion, got the men 
into two long wavering lines and marched them 
back and forth. It locked like two snakes try- 
ing to roll down-hill, Every now and then 
someone cried: “ Halt!’ and this took the lines 
by surprise, and they piled themselves up in ir- 
regular stacks, till the place resembled a corn- 
field in harvest. 

# . * 

The guards loafed to and fro, chatting with 
each other, and occasionally wandering off in 
pairs. Then a gold-laced vision came up and 
argued it out with them, and they kept their 
proper stations for perhaps thirty seconds. An 
assistant negro tapped a hydrant, and about a 
third of the party incontinently deserted for a 
drink, after which they amused themselves by 
kicking their tin cups over the stony plaza. 
The street-boys came up and guyed cheerily, 
until threatened with police interference. Quiet 
citizens approached, thought, probably, it was 
a 6th Ward picnic club on a frolic, and hurried 
away. A man with a high, clear voice stood 
on the sidewalk and explained: “It’s the Eighth 
Regiment, National Guard. This ain’t any- 
thing. You ought to have seen them in camp 
at Peekskill last summer. They were the joke of 
the season.”’ But serious spectators did not see 


| drill, it was a painful sight for a tax-payer. Such | ger has not been considered. 


the joke. As a piece of clowning, the show 
lacked humor and originality. As a militia 


| as it was, it went on for an hour or so, while 





the man with the clear voice stood on the curb 
and cried incessantly: “‘ Y’ought to have seen 
%em at Peekskill!”’ 

& 


* * 


His Holiness the Pope is in a bad way. His 
most faithful Irish subjects have gone back on 
him. They have told Leo in very plain terms 
that they will take all the theology he can give 
them, and more, too; but they decline to have 
it adulterated with politics. His Irish flock 
prefer to make their politics for themselves, and 
no one can deny that they have succeeded in 
making a first-class article. The homage that 
the Pope has lost has been transferred to Mr. 
Parnell, and His Holiness may be said to be 
boycotted. It is pretty hard lines for a well- 


regulated establishment like the Church of 





Rome—which has done pretty much as it liked 
for many hundred years—to suddenly have al- 
legiance to it renounced. But it isn’t the want 
of allegiance that is bothering it so much: it 
is the Peter’s Pence that goes with the allegi- 
ance. 
* 
* % 

There is not much left to say about the dread- 
ful accident on the Brooklyn Bridge. The 
newspapers have said already what ought to be 
and what ought not to be done. But it occurs 
to us that if all mankind—as Mr Bergh would 
wish it—were horses or mules, the slaughter 
would not have taken place, because there is 
plenty of room for horses to pass without any 
chance of their being crowded in their move- 


| 
} 





ments. Indeed, in the construction of the 
Bridge the comfort or safety of*the foot-passen- 
Everything has 
been sacrificed to horses, vehicles and railroad 
cars. Somebody, too, is very much to blame 
for the wretched police arrangements. Had 
the trustees been possessed of ordinary com- 
mon sense, they must have seen that enormous 
crowds would pass over the Bridge on Decora- 
tion Day. There ought to have been at least 
one or even two hundred policemen on the 
Bridge to preserve order. Had such precau- 
tions been taken, New York would not have 
lost half-a-score or so of her citizens. 


Now do we see a tenderer sunset close the 
flowers with golden fingers. For, as we see old 
Sol slip behind the mountains like an omelette, 
we are satisfied that the sunset is considerably 
tenderer than it was two months ago. And this 
is also the season when the spring-chicken is 
tender. The spring-chicken, like the sun, is 
not so tender in February as it is in June, be- 
cause in February the spring-chicken is too old. 
Now, the sun never grows too old for business. 
It is just the same old sun now that it was 
thousands of years ago, and will be thousands 
of years to come. And it is doing business on 
the old circuit, and is raising as many vegetables 
to-day as ever it did. The sun and the spring- 
chicken are very much alike, and yet very dif- 
ferent, You see, they both raise seeds— 

The sun with its heat, 

The chicken with its feet. 
And then they differ in various ways, which 
the reader will discover by comparing “ What 
I Know About Farming” with any respectable 
work on astronomy. 
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THE TOWN TERRIER. 


I was busily engaged 
in my laboratory, the 
other morning, reading 

ao Paracelsus Albertus 
Magnus and Cornelius 
Agrippa, when a depu- 
tation of idiots of the 
first class waited upon 
me. 

“ We can’t understand 
your writings, Mr. ‘Town 
errier,” said they, in 
chorus: ‘ How can we 
get a supply of brains 
to do it? Will you give 
us some of yours to do 
ae 


























2 “JT have a supera- 

«ay bundant supply of the 

tty £2. article,” said I, mod- 

“> ; ” ,} estly: “but I couldn’t 
Cnn, spare any for you.” 

a x, Py, ” “Why not ?” was the 

WY Z = anxious inquiry. 
_—-_ Fa ‘“‘ Because they’d leak 
a -— 


through your skulls. 
Your crania ought to be teak-built and copper- 
fastened.” 





While lounging in the smoking-room of the 
Union Club the other morning, John L, Sulli- 
van and Mike Cleary strolled in. 

‘‘Where are all the boys?” they inquired: 
“We mean the ‘old hens’ who sit at the win- 
dow and give passers-by an opportunity of gaz- 
ing on New York’s aristocracy.” 

“You'll find them in the billiard-room,”’ was 
my reply: “knocking each other out in a 
twenty-four-foot ring, Marquis of Queensberry 
rules,” 


“How very natural that sounds,” said Mike | 


| Club. Blowed if I didn’t think that I’d got 
into a respectable place by mistake.” 





“Why did you discover America ?”’ I asked 


a fifteenth century telephone. ‘1 don’t know, 
I’m sure,” he answered, gravely: “I would 
never have done it had I known that Lawrence 
Barrett would have played Hamile, and that 
John Kelly would become boss of Tammany 
Hall. I had David Davis and Alfred ‘Tennyson 
in my mind’s eye for these positions; besides, I 
might have given Dr. Mary Walker a chance.” 





As I was tooling my four-in-hand coach with 
my team of grays to Jerome Park, I encoun- 
tered Governor Butler. He dropped on to the 
box-seat quite suddenly and unexpectedly from 
the sky, from Aquarius, the water-bearer, who 
had just poured him out as a sort of preliminary 
cleansing before becoming a candidate for 
LL.D., at Harvard. 


something if you’ll promise to keep it wrapped 
in the sarcophagus of your bosom.” 

“It’s a bargain,’’ he said: “out with it.” 

“ Well,” I answered: ‘ Mayor Edson is will- 
ing to appoint you a dog-catcher.” 





I enjoyed myself hugely at the Czar’s coro- 
nation, 


my accepting the Orloff diamond as a slight 
token of his regard. 


and placed the crown on his head, assisted by 
the Archbishop of Moscow: ‘don’t you re- 
member when we used to play base-ball to- 
gether at Kalamazoonovorgodorovsky ?”’ 

“T do,” was the response of the autocratic 
potentate, as he sighed audibly: “but John L. 





to John L.: “I know now this is the Union | Sullivan did not pitch for us then.” 











AND YET HE 


STILL LIVES! 





of Christopher Columbus last Monday, through | 


| ally.] 





He was very glad to see me, and insisted on | 


“ Alec,”’ I said, as I rubbed in the sacred oil | 


“‘ Ben,”’ I murmured, cheerily: “I°ll tell you | 


| 
} 











Puckerings. 


CHEX, 
TROUSER CHECKS—Suspenders, 





Faro CHEecxks—The Authorities, 





PoKER CHECKS—The Grate Bars. 





BaGGAGE CHEcks—The Smashers. 





Bank CuHEecks—The Examiners. [Occasion- 





RESTAURANT CHECKS—The Prices on the 
Bill-of-Fare. 





AN ORIGINAL daub is better than a stolen 
masterpiece. 





IN RECOGNITION of the scientific advance of 
the time, would it not be a good idea to repre- 
sent Father Time with a lawn-mower in his 
hand instead of a scythe? 





AN EX-ASSEMBLYMAN of this State, who is 
also an ex-Alderman of this city, has been sent 
to the penitentiary for two years. ‘This makes 
us only measurably happy: there is too much 
“exness”’ about the matter to cause our cup of 
joy to overflow. Such beatitude would be ours 
if most of our present Assemblymen and Alder- 
men were relegated to the penitentiary. We 
are not so anxious about the,“ ex”’ ones, 





A YOUNG LADY, whose name we withhold, 
writes to say that it is very strange that an ani- 
mal may hear people speak a language from the 
time it is born, and yet never understand a 
word of it; while a child, who is born entirely 
ignorant of a single word or its meaning, learns 
the whole language of which that word is a 
member, We do not think it at all strange; be- 
cause a duckling, who is hatched out without 
any idea of aquatics, can swim half-a-mile the 
first time it goes in the water; while some men, 
born with the same ignorance, can never be 
taught to swim a stroke. 





Now THE agéd man goes sailing 
Down the walk, and o’er your railing 
Leans, 

He’s not tired out by any means; 
But, 

Seeing that your door ’s unshut, 

He 

Doth carol pleasantly and free: 

“ May 

I across your railing stray, 

And 

On your grass-plot, sickle in hand, 
Stand, 

Fanned 

by breezes gentle, kind and bland, 
And trim your lawn with this here sickle, 
For only just a five-cent nickel ? 





AN OLD Presbyterian divine was one day 
walking down the road, and, on observing a 
small boy with great patches on the dome of his 
trousers, remarked: 

“If thou sittest so much, my lad, as to wear 
out thy trousers-seat, thou must be very lazy, 
and thou canst, therefore, never amount to 
much.” 

“But I didn’t wear them out sitting down,” 
replied the lad, as he wiped his hat across his 
face. 

“Thou didst not?” observed the reverend 
gentleman, with a smile. 

“No I didn’t,” said the boy: “my teacher 
wore them out hammering me with a ruler.” 

And the holy man passed down the road 


; buried in deep reflection, 
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SIGNS OF SUMMER. 





When the youth utilizes the green apple as a 
base-ball— 

When the small boy begins to save up for the 
Fourth of July— 

When a man goes forth and gives ten cents 
for a large straw-hat- — 

When Little Neck clams achieve the suprem- 
acy over Blue Puints— 

When strawberries become cheap enough to 
flourish in boarding-houses— 

When the nobby young swell buys a white 
scarf and a fifty-cent horse-shoe pin— 

When eight-dollar flannel suits are stuck out 
on frames in front of clothing-stores— 

When the table-d’héte restaurant puts cucum- 
bers on the table instead of ratdlishes— 

When a young man consults his friends on 
the subject of getting up a straw-ride— 

When the seal-skin sacque, the furs and the 
swallow-tail are put away in camphor— 

When the owner of several marriageable 
daughters daily braces up his front-gate— 

When the stillness of the night is disturbed 
by the tinkle of the ice-cream peddler’s bell— 

When the airy young lover invites his girl to 
go on a moonlight excursion up the Hudson— 

When the young lady asks you with a timid 
smile if you will write your name on her fan— 

When the old clothes-line is purloined by 
the small boy to be converted into a “‘scup”— 

When sample-rooms display great bunches of 
mint, and the bar-tender is dressed in white, like 
a bride— 

When the restaurateur becomes so generous 
that you receive three strawberries in a glass 
of lemonade— 

When the old bull-dog lies out on the moon- 
lit lawn and picks trousers-seats out of his teeth 
with his paws— 

When the dude puts on his best clothes and 
rides up-town on the top of a stage, that every- 
one may admire him— 

When a party gets together in the country 
and goes on a picnic, and is caught in a terrific 
shower on the way home— 





When the young lady makes a collection of 
butterflies pinned on cards— 

When the small boy is declared ineligible for 
the game of “mumble-peg”’ because his front- 
teeth of the first crop are gone— 

When the yellow dog keeps at a respectful 
distance from his youthful owner, and looks 
nervous when they are near a pond— 

When a man will sit on a rock and fish all 
day, and catch nothing, and go home half- 
starved and tell them all what a splendid time 
he had— 

When the dry-goods clerk tries to organize 
a store-nine to play other store-nines, in order 
to get away from business for half-a-day occa- 
sionally— 

When the wicked little boy steals adroitly 
up to where a companion is sleeping in a ham- 
mock and cuts the rope, letting him down on 
his head— 

When the young man who belongs to the 
militia wonders how in the world he is going to 
get away from business to camp out with his 
regiment— 

When the cornet-player assumes an Italian 
name, and endeavors to secure an engagement 
at the sea-side for the season at several hundred 
dollars per week— 

When the Coney Island bar-tender goes into 
training, that, when the time arrives, he may be 
able to get about twenty more glasses of beer 
out of a keg than the keg contains— 

When the picnic-goer scars 

All his Sunday lavendars, 

When he trips and falls awry 

On the well-known custard-pie— 

When the small boy works half-a-day cutting 
a hole through the fence surrounding a base- 
ball ground, and goes there in the afternoon 
when the game commences and finds a larger 
boy looking through it— 

And 

When the comic lecturer lays down his jaw, 
and wraps the drapery of his lecture about him 
and lies down to pleasant dreams on the back- 
stoop, with plenty of milk-punches and nothing 
to do but kill mosquitos— 

Then we may know that Summer is at hand. 








OVERHEARD IN 





ee “ = 
sr PAV 


‘*DO YER LIVE HERE NOw, Mrs. BRopHy?” 
‘¢QWNLY FUR THER WINTHER MONTHS, DO YER MOIND. 
SUMMER. 





SHANTY TOWN. 


It’s BEYANT OVER THERE WE SPIND OUR 


WHIN THE PAYPLE LAVE, YER KNOW, ME BRIDGET IS LIFT ALONE THIN!” ' 








FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 





No. CCLXXXIV. 
SEASONABLE TOPICS. 

Ya-as, pwevious 
to our pwojected 
departure faw the 
countwy, there is a 
varwiety of things 
which have come 
maw or less obtwu- 
sively undah my aw 
Yj, notice. I don’t 
S// know why it is ne- 

\ cessarwy that they 
should call forth 
any special we- 
marks fwom me, but I cahn’t verwy well avoid 
saying something appwopwiate. It is expected, 
and I have a stwong objection to disappoint 
any fellaws who derwive inspirwation and in- 
stwuction fwom my views. 

Lorne, who is Governah-Generwal of Canada, 
yer know, wites me that he has been wecalled. 
I am not verwy much surpwised at the ministwy 
doing this. The orwiginal ide-ah was that 
sending a fellaw there who was marwied to a 
pwincess of the blood woyal would be verwy 
satisfactorwy to the Canadians, But it has had 
wathah a contwarwy effect. These people 
didn’t seem to care a wap about it. And now 
that Lorne has been there severwal ye-ahs, he 
will seek fwesh fields and pastchahs new. He’s 
not a bad sort of fellaw, but is fah fwom aw 
bwilliant. ‘The Pwincess and he managed to 
entertain me in a verwy cweditable mannah 
when Mrs, Fitznoodle and myself consented to 
sojourn faw a bwief perwiod at Wideau Hall in 
Ottawa. My fwiend Lansdowne, the Marquis, 
don’t yer know, has been appointed to succeed 
Jack. I always used to call him Jack when we 
were b-b-boys togethah. 

I dessay Lansdowne will make a tolerwably 
wespectable wulah—at least, quite good enough 
faw the aw slow pwovince; but, faw my part, | 
don’t see why the persons who weside in Can- 
ada do not take it into their heads to elect their 
own Governah, just as they would a Mayor or 
amembah of their local legislature. When I 
see Derby or Gladstone I shall talk to them 
about it. 

Many of my fwiends who are pwofessional 
stock-bwokahs and jobbahs on the Stock Ex- 
change heah are in an exceedingly depwessed 
state of mind. They pwotest that they are do- 
ing no business, and that they cannot even earn 







| enough to defway their ordinarwy and neces- 


sarwy expenses, They have wepeatedly we- 
quested me to explain the weason. Hang it— 
it isn’t to be expected that I am to be everwy- 
body’s fwiend, and destwoy my bwain in point- 
ing out the erwahs of the human wace and the 
wemedy faw them; but I don’t mind saying 
that the weal cause of the depwession in the 
stock market arwises fwom the verwy quee-ah 
and aw fwaudulent management of a majorwity 
of the wailway and othah joint stock companies 
that are on the list. A fellaw who is sufferwing 
gweatly faw the want of money, or who is de- 
sirwous of incweasing his banking account by 
speculating, had much bettah dirwect his atten- 
tion to aw pwoduce, petwoleum or gwain, and 
not interwest himself in stocks or shares faw 
the pwesent. He can, howevah, lose money 
just as well one way as the othah aw. 








Laura.—Yes, dear, the summer is close at 
hand. We know it. Old Man-who-wants-his- 
subscription - stopped - because - he-doesn’t- like- 
our-politics is around again, garnering the ear- 
liest sun-strokes and making the brooks realize 
the melancholy fact that they can’t babble 
against him to any great extent. 
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“SUFFERING LITTLE CHILDREN—” 
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DOCTOR (é0 friend in the drug line):—‘* WE'LL HAVE A BIG RUSH OF TRADE TO-MORROW; THESE SUNDAY-SCHOOL PROCESSIONS ALWAYS MAKE LOTS OF 


SICK CHILDREN!” 








ANOTHER CHANCE. 





Puck, a long time ago, gave to aspiring 
young writers the plans and specifications for 
constructing almost any sort of novel. There 
was the jolly sea-dog novel, the New England 
Uncle Squaretoes novel, the summer novel, the 
New York F. C. B. novel, and various others. 
Probably ninety-nine out of a hundred of our 
shipwrecked literary brothers, profiting by 
Puck’s advice, plucked up their spirits and 
begaii to write with renewed vigor, and prob- 
_ ably before this they have drawn up some ap- 


propriate drafts, at sixty days, for their literary | 


adviser. 

If, in the meantime, however, there are some 
unfortunates who are still unsuccessful, let them 
be of good cheer; there is another chance. 
And this is the chance: 

Write a novel or a poem about the East; if 
the first, call it “An Oriental Tale;” if the 
poem, call it a “Song of the Orient.” In the 
“ Song of the Orient,” have the lines the length 
of your pen-holder; as two volumes of this will 
be open to the charge of tediousness, intersperse 
something light and airy to make it still more 
tedious. Describe the daughter of an English 
regiment dancing to the tale. ‘This is the style: 

Ere the golden sun had set, 

And while spire and minaret 

Blazed in lambent glory yet— 

Then, where lengthening shadows met, 
Danced the piguante Cigarette, : 
Dancing to the castanet. 

Piquante, riante Cigarette, 

Tintante, rianie castanet, 

Cigarette, Cigarette, 

Dancing to the castanet. 

Castanet is a very pretty word, so is Cigar- 
ette; and the whole picture of the dark-eyed 
stranger, dancing on the shadow-fretted sand, is 
quite taking. Make the people believe you act- 
ually saw this thing occur in Smyrna; don’t let 
them imagine it took place at Port Jervis, and 
that the programme was more to this effect: 


While the sun his home-stretch ran, 

While the restful hired man 

Sat the fence and let his span 

Idle in the furrow stan’, 

While he called to mind the Can- 

Can that he had seen danced last Jan. 
- Then—to change the rhyme—Mére Jones, 

On a Bat with other crones, 

Jumped upon the flagging-stones— 

Jumped and howled old Mother Jones, 

To the melancholy tones 

Of some crooked hickory bones. 

Jumping, howling Mother Jones, 

Clattering, banging hickory bones, 

O the Bones! O the Jones! 

O negotiated loans! 








Now for the novel—* The Oriental Tale.” 

It is still easier to write this. Your only con- 
tract is to fill so much space, and the only ab- 
solute essential about your previous education 
is that you should never have visited the East. 

Get your paper, drink shrub, smoke cigar- 
ettes, eat pie and write. Mark Twain says that 
in order to write well he must smoke ten or 
fifteen cigarsa day. Cigars are all well enough 
for his style of writing, but for the composition 
of the true “ Oriental Tale” you must eat pie. 
Having your paper and a stylographic pen, and 
being well advanced on your first chew of pie, 
write down CHAPTER I., and put in your hero. 
Put him in, in a cool palmetto hat (Aa/o) and 
a punjaub, sitting in a dungalow, smoking cht- 
bouques and eating “fin. Then say dooley, 
nawab and sahib, and introduce a few vast rice- 
| fields. Say the man is waiting for his fiancé to 
; come over from England, and that he is a cold, 

hard man of the world and enjoys waiting. Say 
that he has been out in the morning riding an 
| elephant through the jungle to kill a man-eater. 

Don’t forget yourself and have your cold 

man of the world ride a mule through a pump- 
| kin-field to plow corn. 

Say that the girl, in coming over, falls in 
| love with a young English officer going out to 
join his regiment. Startle people by saying 
that he isn’t exactly what most critics would 
call handsome; then startle them again by say- 
ing that he is pretty, blooming, handsome, after 
all. Land the couple at Barrackpore, and take 
them to the man in the palmetto hat, by cars, 
running your track through any towns you know 
the names of. If you need incident, give them 
the jungle-fever. Say that all the people in the 
story are worth eleven lacs of rupees, all except 
the slaves, and they work for a cent a year and 
' take it in gloves. Introduce a few Thugs. 

A tall, reverend, ashen-hued, gray-bearded 
Buddhist, who has sought and found knowledge, 
and who makes remarks about the Sun and the 
Hoary Stars, is a very inexpensive addition to 
a book; it will lead the more intelligent of 
your readers into the belief that you have writ- 
ten a powerful screed on the “ Religions of In- 
dia.” Fas. 














A POET SENDS us a sonnet on the death of a 
certain bullfinch for which a certain lady had 
preference, and makes, or rather tries to make 
“naive”? rhyme with “grave.” We handed 
the copy to a German compositor, who made 
matters worse by setting up “naive” “native.” 
We are now in doubt as to who achieves the 
bakery, the poet or the German compositor. 








REJECTED ADDRESSES—SECOND SERIES. 





Just at that moment the door opened, and 
Claude strode into the room, 

“Sh-h-h!” he whispered, glancing fearfully 
behind him, as he shut the door very softly: 
“T am here!” , 

“You are,” replied Estelle, in an agonized 
whisper, from the sofa: “ What kept you so 
soon ?” 

The bewildering beauty of this young girl 
had been repeatedly noted in leading “ society 
columns.” It was the sight of her loveliness 
that had originated the squibs concerning Chi- 
cago female pedal magnificence. She had been 
waiting sadly for Claude in the gloaming, and 
now that he was come, her soul leaped to greet 
him. 

He kicked the dog out of the way, and clasped 
her to his manly bosom. 

“Ha, ha! My darling, get onto this!” 

He thrust her from him and stood on his 
hands; then he dropped to his feet and turned 
a handspring, landing with a nauseating thud 
on the rug at her feet. 

“What!” she exclaimed, as he felt the top of 
his head to see if his spine had come through: 
“What! hast thou been to the circus ?” 

For answer, he jumped up, seized her lily- 
white wrist, and hissed, balefully, into her auri- 
cular appendage: 

“No! by heavens, no! I went to see the fire- 
works on the Bridge—ha, ha!—and they are 
even now around the corner searching for me 
with a straight-jacket. 1 must away!” 

And with these words he jumped through the 
window and was gone. AWNINGO. 





LEVEL-HEADED. 





New York, June 4th, 1883. 
To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 

Is a woman more afraid of a drunken man 
than of a cow because the D. M. has the most 
horns? 

If so, why don’t the police club the men who 
grab a cane or an «aabrella by the middle and 
go through a crowded street with the ends stick- 
ing into innocent people? 


Yours truly, P. R. Eston. 
Get — 
Out the lawn-tennis net. 
Root 
Around for a new bathing-suit. 
But 


Still keep the office-door shut! 
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THE SKIN OF HIS TEETH. 





A NOVEL. 





By the Author of « Worcester’s Dictionary;” ‘The Rollo Books;” ‘* Beautiful 
Spring;” ‘The Bar-tender’s Guide;” «The Lay of 
the Lonesome Lung,” etc., etc. 





CHAPTER I. 

Toward the close of a summer’s day a solitary horse-car might 
have been seen wending its way up-town. 

On the rear platform stood a young man who had evidently seen 
better days. He was reckoning up his fares in a memorandum book. 

“ Only $1.17 in ten trips,” he muttered. 

Yes, he had seen much better days. 

He looked reproachfully at the bell-punch which decorated his 
manly breast, and sighed. 

Presently the car stopped. Its way was barred by two of those 
huge arms which descend at railroad-crossings during the passage of a 
train. Upon the extreme end of one of these arms a young girl was 
seated. 
and sat down beside her upon the extremity of the other arm. A 
material gap of some few inches separated them, but their mutual union 
was perfect. They were lovers. 

Even the passenger who had received in change a quarter with a 
hole in it was touched by this picture; but to the driver it was gall and 
bitterness. He, too, loved the maiden, but in secret. 

“Oh, William,” she murmured, softly. His name was William 
Henree. 


“ Call me Bill, dearest,” he replied, as he jumped down to pick up 


her handkerchief, and then seated himself again beside her. 
“ Well, Bill, then,’’ she said: “ I may even say reseated Bill.” 
He gazed at her reproachfully. 


“And does your father still withold his consent to our union, | 


Mary?” Her name was Mary Jayne. 

“Yes, dearest; he says you are not rich enough. You must give 
me up.” 

“Never,” he replied: “You are too dear to me. - Too—dear,”’ 
he added, as he pressed into her unwilling hand the fruit of his day’s 
labor—$1.17. Their lips met. 

The driver could stand it no longer. With a yell of anguish he 
rushed to the crank and gave it a furious turn. Instantly the long 
arms upon which the lovers were seated rose into the air, and turning 
them ruthlessly asunder, huried them in opposite directions into space. 

It was their first separation, and oh! how bitter it seemed. 





CuaPrer II, 

The Markee d’Hauteville stood in the gloaming. 

He had no particular reason for doing so, except that it was a good 
dry place to stand, and no admission-fee was charged. 

He was by profession a double-dyed villain, (warranted fast colors,) 
and it was only with the greatest difficulty that he shook off a tendency 
to smile a cold smile. 

He succeeded, however, and gazed thoughtfully at the mouth of a 
sewer which poured forth its turbid torrent at this point into the clear 
waters of the bay. 

The resulting mixture seemed to him typical of Society. 

The Markee was a philosopher. 


As he gazed, the dead body of a huge cat shot forth with incon- | 


ceivable rapidity and floated away. 

The Markee observed, apropos of nothing in particular: “Ha, 
ha!’’? and added, after a moment’s reflection: “S’death!”’ 

At this juncture a policeman, who had been piping him off for 
some time, bade him disperse. 

He dispersed. 





CHAPTER III. 


Mary Jayne descended in the front-yard of her father’s house. 
Her father, who sat on the piazza, reading, did not even lc ok up. Noth- 
ing that Mary did surprised the old man. He was used to her little ways. 

William Henree was thrown in the direction of the river. As he 
sped through the air he calculated his trajectory. The calculation 
showed him that he would land exactly in the centre of a ferry-boat 
which was crossing. His mathematics were sound, and he descended 
in the centre of the smoke-stack, 

When he recovered from the first shock, he heard a voice outside 
the stack. 
was decamping with the funds of the company. He was soliloquizing. 

_ Suddenly there was a cry of: “Low bridge!” and the order was 
given to strike the stack. As the huge funnel descended from the per- 
pendicular, it revealed William Henree standing in the opening which 
was thus formed. 

The president started violently, and said: 

“Ha! Foiled!” 


The conductor, for it was no other, descended from the car, | 


It was the voice of the president of the horse-railroad, who | 


He immediately apologized, however, for the triteness of the re- 
mark, and offered, as an extenuating circumstance, the fact that he did 
not hiss it between his clenched teeth. 

Henceforth the president was under William’s thumb. 





Cuaprer IV. 
Thanks to his newly acquired power, William no longer wore his 
| bell-punch. 
One night, a few months later, William, now president and prin- 
ciple owner of the road, led Mary, a blushing bride, from her father’s 
house, and, hailing a passing car, stepped on board amid a terrific bom- 
bardment of old shoes. 

The driver of the car was his old rival—the unconscious author of 
all his good fortune. It must have been a bitter pill for him to swal- 
low; and yet, for some unaccountable reason, no baleful light shone in 
| his dark eyes. 

After a short ride, William handed his newly-made wife from the 
car and led her to her new home. It was a palatial residence standing 
in extensive grounds. He had selected the site during his journey 
through the air. 

The sight was too much for his former rival, who fell senseless to 
' the ground. He did zof fall with a dull thud, however, much to the 
disappointment of several newspaper reporters who were present. 

As the happy pair entered the house, a mendicant came toiling 
down the dusty road. It was the former president of the company. 
Suspended from a stick which he carried over his shoulder was a pawn- 
ticket, while at the end of his watch-chain was fastened another. He 
| had no other baggage. 








; CHAPTER V. 
The Markee d’Hauteville has nothing whatever to do with this 
| story. He is simply rung in to give it an aristocratic flavor, and to 
afford the social chzaro oscuro which it would otherwise lack. 

The title, also, has as little to do with the book as the Markee, and 


was suggested by the publisher as being a good name to sell. The 
original title was: “ Le Conducteur du Chemin de Fer a Cheval.” 
F, E. CHASE, 








THE GLORY OF FRANCE. 











1883—BULLYING NEGROs. 
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THE DESCENDANTS OF IRISH KINGS. 





A short time ago a number of gentlemen met at the 
house of Mr. John Jay, in this city, for the purpose of 
organizing a Society of the Descendants of Huguenots 
in this country. 

The meeting proved very successful, and the Huguenot 
organization is now complete. Its success has naturally 
fired the ambition and patriotism of another class in the 
community—the descendants of Irish kings. These per- 
sons said that if a Huguenot society could be established, 
why shouldn’t an Irish Kings (including Queens) Asso- 
ciation have as good a chance? 

The apparent difficulty about the matter was that there 
were rather more descendants of Irish kings than Hugue- 
nots, and there might be trouble in forming the society; 
but this drawback was soon got over by hiring the Grand 


Central Dépét, the Madison Square Garden, and Central j 


Park, where organization meetings were simultaneously 
held. 

As the hour drew near for the opening of the proceed- 
ings, thousands of stalwart ladies might be seen making 
their exit from the basements of the whole brown-stone 
front region of the city. 

A short time afterward Madison Square Garden was 
packed, and Bridget Boru O’Flaherty was called upon 
to preside. She said: 

«‘Although I cook for a very dacent family on Fifth 
Avenyer, shure an’ [ consider mesilf a long ways ahead 
of them intoirely. We are here, me frins and fellow- 
sisters, to forrm a rale and ilegant aristocrathic society 
of the raygal descendants of Oirish imperors and kings, 
bedad. Our misthresses, and the Amerikins, and the 
other furriners that imploys us don’t know when they’re 
well off. Shure an’ it shows how good we are, to wurrk 
for them in all kinds of maneyal imployment, when 
they’re not as good as we are. Why, it was only the 
other day that the misthress came into my kitchen, and 
sez she to me: 

‘« ¢ Bridget,’ sez she: ‘ phwat d’ye mane by cutting 
them vale-cutlets so thick, begorra,’ sez she: ‘that the 
masther can’t ate ’em?’ 

“* « Be aisy, now,’ sez I, kinder mad-like. 

«« ¢ Be aisy yersilf,’ sez she, as she stood ferninst the 
kitchen rockin’-chair: * be dacent when you shpake to a 
lady.’ 

«<¢T am dacent when I shpake to one,’ sez I; and 
then she flounced out of the place. 

«« Now, me frins and fellow-sisters, all of you have 
suffered from the tyranny of misthresses. We will con- 
tinue to suffer to show what ilegant martyrs we can be. 
We will continue to be waitresses and chamber-maids and 
nurses, just to shpite ’em, begorra!” 

A large number of those present at the meeting en- 
rolled their names. Among the more illustrious were 
Lizzie O’Shaunnessy, Mary Bourke, Nora McShane, Judy 
O’Callaghan, Susan Moya McGrath, and Eily McBreak- 
crockery. 








LITERARY NOTES. 


We have received the Morth American Review for 
June. It still sports the crushed-strawberry cover and 
the LL.D. contributor. Joseph Nimmo, Jr., leads off 
with an article on ‘American Manufacturing Interests.” 
Then President D. C. Gillam steps on the boards and 
toots pleasantly on the ‘* Present Aspects of College 
Training.” Edward Self talks about ‘*The Abuse of 
Citizenship,” which one would naturally believe to be 
voting more than once. ‘* Herbert Spencer’s Facts and 
Inferences ” are intelligently juggled by Professor Isaac 
L. Rice, which shows that Ike can shape himself well 
when he wantsto. Christine Nilsson has «A Few 
Words About Public Singing,” but doesn’t allude to the 
wicked practice of charging ten dollars for an opera- 
ticket. William M. Springer, M. C., lets himself loose 
on ‘Incidental Taxation,” and paws the wind for all 
he’s worth. Then we have ‘‘ The Moral Influence of 
the Drama,” by the’Rev. Dr. J. M. Buckley, John Gil- 
bert, A. M. Palmer, and William Winter, who seem to 
make a good four-oared crew. Taking it as a whole, 
the North American Review is thoroughly enjoyable 
aside from its humor, which is of the highest order; and 
we can only say that Allen Thorndike Rice, the editor, 
has done himself proud with the June number, which may 
be had of all respectable druggists at fifty cents a num- 
ber, or five dollars per annum. 

‘‘Indoors and Outdoors” is the name of a new 
monthly devoted to sanitary improvements. When 
thousands of people are prematurely climbing the golden 
stair, owing to breathing in an atmosphere of sewer-gas 
and general malaria, a journal which will tell you how 
to fight these enemies ought to be encouraged. Charles 
F. Wingate, the well-known~ sanitary engineer, and 
John Y. Culyer, civil engineer and landscape architect, 
are the editors. 

«‘A Summer Lark”? is one of the latest of Henry Holt 
& Co.’s ever popular Leisure Hour Series. It is an ac- 





THE OPPOSING NINE “KNOCKED OUT” IN THE THIRD INNING, 


Gittam. ie hy 


TERRIFIC CONSEQUENCES OF UTILIZING A 








count of a three months’ trip through Europe, written 
entirely in verse, and is from the pen of William A. 
Croffut. It is just the kind of a book to take to the 
country to read in a hammock. 

The World has settled down to work, and, having 
thrown off its dudeism and British Nobility tendencies, 
is now likely to prove a strong and valuable New York 
daily paper. 








Answers For the Aurions, 


> 
On articles refused their writer ’s stuck; 
They—-and the stamps— are not returned by Puck. 





HASELTINE.—She was at the Tournament. 


F. S. W.—Thanks for the stamps. We don’t care for 
the contribution; but the stamps were very nice, and 
will be of great use to us in our private correspondence. 

Bazoo, JR.—Very nice, dear boy. That is, it was 
nice when John Hay first did it. Somehovy, though, 
when you go through the same old dialect act, it makes 
us feel that you were born too soon. 


FEATHERSTONHAUGH.—You weary us. It is a sym- 
pathetic weariness. We hate to see a tired, worn-out old 
jest like that dragged out and trotted up for service. It 
is cruelty to humor. Take it back and give it some 
water. It is dry and fatigued. 

May LiLy.—Snowy-handed darling, they won’t do, 
not one of them. We tell you this gently but firmly. In 
the first place, they all appear to be about the same 
young man, which is monotonous for the readers, and, 
anyway, we don’t want to advertise any young ribbon- 
counter dandy with curly black hair brushed forward of 
his ears and a set of Sunday siders to balance a curled 
horse-hair moustache. And then, besides, we don’t want 
to encourage poetesses, anyway. When a girl looks like 
the photograph you have sent us, she is good for some- 
thing better than worryjng the Muse. Poem us a plate 
of Saratoga potatos. Sonnet us some strawberry-short- 
cake. Come on and let us put our arm around your fairy 
waist, and your little heart can just canzonet and ballad 
and epic away on our manly breast twelve hours a day 
tf. Yes, tf. means «till forbid,” Sweetness. Oh, we’re 
technical, but we’re affectionate, too. 


A VARIATION. 
It is good to be merry and wise, 
It is good to be fearless and bold, 
‘It is good to be on with the new love 
Before you are off with the old. 


NEw BRIGHTON, S. I. 1. &. &. 
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CHAMPION PRIZE-FIGHTER AS A PITCHER. 





AT THE PLAY-HOUSE. 





UCK 

The original Thalia Comic Opera Company is now to 
be gazed upon and heard at WALLACK’s THEATRE, in 
‘«¢ Prince Consort.’ The piece is summerful and easy to 
listen to. Mr. E. E. Rice’s new musical movement, en- 
titled «*The Dude,” is introduced in « Pop,” at the 
Brjou OPERA Housg, and causes much amusement and 
satisfaction, while the GRAND OPERA HousE has caught 
the minstrel fever, and, with Callender’s special variety 
of the article, there is a sort of minstrel convention there 
this week. Marsden’s «‘ Cheek” seems to be firmly 
anchored at HAVERLY’S FOURTEENTH STREET THEATRE. 
Mr. Roland Reed stands well by the ship, and the audi- 
ences express their approval of the scenery and every- 
thing connected with the entertainment. 

The same remarks apply to the performances of The 
Sparks Company, in ‘¢*A Bunch of Keys, or The Hotel,” 
who air their witticisms and peculiarities at the SAN 
FRANCISCO OPERA House. The season for theatrical 
amusement is very much on the wane, and therefore it is 
that Hermann is now making his last appearances in 
America at the COSMOPOLITAN THEATRE, and that there 
is no change of bill at the CAsino, where «* The Princess 
of Trébizonde ” is still keeping up its running pace, not 
in the least disturbed by «The Thunderbolt,” at the 
UNION SQUARE THEATRE. Thatcher, Primrose and West’s 
minstrels have found their way to NIBLO’s GARDEN, The 
troupe is an absolutely funny one. A change—actually 
a change—at the MADISON SQUARE THEATRE, where 
‘The Rajah, or Wyncot’s Ward,” by William Young, 
author of «¢ Pendragon,” is announced for this week, 











Mr. PRINCE LEoPpo.p, of England, known as the 
Dook of Albany, has as fine a nose for a soft thing as 
most members of the family. He thinks what was sauce 
for his brother-in-law, John Lorne, should be sauce for 
him—that is why he wants to be Governor-General of 
Canada. But the ‘‘ grand old man,” Gladstone, shakes 
his head and thinks that some other family—with greater 
brain power—besides the Wettins should get a show; and 
Her Superlatively Excellent Majesty says to Gladstone: 
*¢ You’re real mean; so there, now!”’ 





So THEY won’t make Ben Butler a Doctor of Laws at 
Harvard! Next thing we know they’ll be refusing Harry 
Hill the honor. 





OuR ESTEEMED Pulitzerian contemporary the World 
heads an article: ‘* Poverty No Crime.” No crime, in- 
deed! That is all you know about it, Mr. Pulitzer. Why, 
hanging is too mild a punishment for such an offense. 
It’s much worse than murder in the first degree. 
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PUCK. 





Here a dot, and there a speck, 

One up your nose, one down your 
neck; 

Now there, now here, 

Into your eye, then into your ear; 

Shocking, shocking, 

Up your sleeve and down your 
stocking— 

Ha, in fly-time, 

Then is a high time! 


The fly—the faithfal fly— 

He ’Il be here by-and-by, 

At your country seat, 
At your house in town: 

Fire in his eye, and stick on his feet, 
Right side up and top side down, 

On water or land, 

He ’ll be on hand— 

Ho, in fly-time, 

Then is a high time! 


Tickle, tickle, 

Into the pickle; 

Buzz and swoop, 

Into the soup; 

Dead ahead | 

For the ginger-bread ; 
In a bee-line, 

For water or wine; 

Sideways, endways, down and up, 
Stuck in the butter, drowned in 
your cup; 

Tugging away with might and 

main, 
Out and dried, and at it again— 
Oh, in fly-time, 
Then is a high time! 


The fly—the unfaiiing fly, 
With stick on his feet and fire in 


his eye, 

There ’s nobody on earth that We 
knows 

Where he comes from or where And 
he goes. 


Buzzing, buzzing, round and round, Bland, 


Be it a split in space or a crack 
in the ground— Till 


» 





Any and everywhere, 

He ’s sure to be there: 
When other torments fail, 
He ’s alive and well, and frisking | Venus’s trap, or ant-eater’s tongue, 


his tail— All the cobwebs ever swung, 


Are now attracted toward the sea. 
We go down and stand, 


Upon the lonely sand, 


OUT ON THE FLY! 


Ho, in fly-time, 
Then is a high time! 


Bat-jaws and bird-bills, 
Fish-hooks and fish-gills, 

Things that wing or walk or crawl, 
Time and tide, wind and weather— 
The whole of ’em put together, 

| Amount to just nothing at all: 














A bill- 
Ow doth a half-a-ton of water on 
our persons spill. 


Hence 





doth commence. 


We decide to go home and wait 
until the regular season 


Mr. Fly, if you please, 

Is only put more at his ease 
When pushed to the wall. 

He knows the time o’ year, 

And he ’Il soon be here— 

Ha, in fly-time, 

Then is a high time! 


The fly—the eternal fly, 
Never, never shall he die. 
Send him “ up the spout,” 
Knock him down and “knock 
him out,” 
Ship him to the Island, 
Send him to grass, 
Give him a pass 
To retreat on the highland— 
Yes, shoo him to sky-land: 
He ’Il be back again 
In the very next train, 
Up to his eyes in clover, 
Doing the old tricks over— 
Oh, in fly-time, 
Then is a high time! 


Oh, the fidget, 

From my lady to Bridget; 
Oh, the shooing and switchin’ 
From parlor to kitchen; 

The rubbing and drubbing, 
The scraping and scrubbing; 
Oh, the hullaballoo 

The whole house through! 
How they rip and rend, 
With apron arm’s end; 

How they rare it and tear it 
From cellar to garret— 

Oh, in fly-time, 

Then is the high time! 





Jock LARABEE. 








PUCK’S RURAL LOCALETTES. 





For THE BENEFIT OF PATENT-INSIDES. 





[ These notices will be found thoroughly trustworthy, and 
may be safely used by any country weekly.] 





Buy your straw-hats at Grogan’s, 





Judge Lacey put on a Panama hat yesterday. 





The mill-hands are organizing a base-ball 
club. 





Foxes are making raids on the Edgecomb 
henneries. 





Brother Pulsifer thinks of setting out some 
strawberry-plants. 


Hook and Ladder Company No. 4 will pa- 
rade next Friday. 


The first white vest was seen on Barlow 
Street a few days ago. , 





The village band will practise on Monday 
evenings after next week, 





Little Willie Mead wore the knees out of his 
trousers yesterday while playing marbles on 
Dean Street. 





Little Louise Simpson jumped rope until she 
fainted, last Wednesday afternoon. 





: A dead black snake, lying in the road, caused 
Elijah Snummey’s horse to shy and kick a shoe 
off yesterday. 





W. L. Seymour and wife, of Lynn, paid a 
short visit to their sister, Mrs. Lewis, of Spring 
Street, last week. 





A muskrat weighing twenty-seven pounds 
was killed down on Mullin’s Creek a few days 
ago by some cow-boys. 





While Elder Whitcomb was winding his 
watch in front of Town Hall,on Monday morn- 
ing, he broke the main-spring. 





Widow Mugg has opened her ice-cream sa- 
loon for the summer. The widow is a fine old 
Christian lady. Give her a call. 





Jimmy Mills has just purchased a new ac- 
cordeon, and plays on his front-stoop every 
evening. Jimmy knows how to play. 





*Squire Smith’s off-ox ran across the ’Squire’s 
garden the other day, and, while passing under 
a fruit-tree, ripped one of the brass tips off his 
horns, 





Annie Jones lost the amethyst out of her 
ring while walking to the dépdt last week, An- 
nie will take music-lessons in New York next 
Fall, it is reported. 


Joel Thomson brought in some strawberries 
raised on his place and laid them on our table. 
They were larger than acorns. Joel is one of 
our best citizens, and he ought to be pushed 
for Selectman. 





While Miss Mudgitt was reading a book un- 
der the horse-chestnut tree in front of her fa- 
ther’s house on Lorne Street, last Wednesday 
afternoon, at about five o’clock, a caterpillar 
fell down her neck. 


Remember that Miss Luella ‘Temple gives 
dramatic readings at the Methodist Church on 
Tuesday evening. After hearing her recite 
“ Sheridan’s Ride,” it is stated that Sarah Bern- 
hardt kissed Miss Temple. Now is the time to 
secure seats, 





Miss Mabel Halleck Smith has been writing 
charming verses for the Edgecourt Chronicle for 
the past few years. And all who have had the 
pleasure of reading her dainty poems will 
heartily join with her many friends in their ur- 
gent appeals to her to collect and bring them 
out in book-form. 
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MR. WILLIAMS'S NEIGHBOR. | 





THE STORY OF THE BOARDER’S BANJO. 





« Yes,” coincided Mr. Williams, as he bit a 
pretzel: “I know a piano is a dreadful inflic- 
tion, and a violin is worse than sixty days in 
jail; but as a reliable agony-producer the banjo 
takes the first premium. You can shake some 
melody out of a piano, without being obliged 
to sing; but a banjo must have an accompani- 
ment. And when a spavined banjo and a half- 
acre hand and a mowing-machine vocal organ 
come together, the result is gilt-edged Woe, with 
a big W. 

“Tll tell you how it was: When I was about 
fifteen, I thought that if I could ever climb to 
the position of banjo-picker in a nigger-minstrel 
show I should be prouder than a hotel-clerk. A 
year or two later I concluded that a cornet was 
good enough for me. By-and-by, after I’d lost 
a little enthusiasm and a good deal of wind, I 
came down to the bones. Of course, when I 
reformed I gave ’em all the shake; but I will 
maintain to the end of my existence that of all 
instruments the banjo is the most utterly cusséd 
nuisance! 

“T soured on banjos while I was in Washing- 
ton. You see, I was planted in the third story 
of a big boarding-house on Capitol Hill. We 
were all high-toned people there—with the ex- 
ception of two Congressmen, who'd slipped in 
somehow—and we could all indulge our tastes. 
Most of the ladies had piano on the brain, and 
several of the gentlemen had severe attacks of 
clarinet. I was convalescent. Still, I didn’t 
complain of the noise the others made, and we 
were a regular ‘happy family’ until Thompson 
moved in. 

“Thompson was a little chap, with red hair 
and a kind of discouraged-looking nose, and 
he wore eye-glasses. Very quiet and gentle- 
manly he seemed to be; and, as he had the 
room next to mine, I went out of my way to be 
friendly, and borrowed his private bottle sev- 
eral times, just to make him feel at home. We 
met at the table and in the hall once in a 
while, and I liked him so well that I introduced 
him to the folks, and got him acquainted with 
my own particular ‘mash.’ (Yes, I mean Car- 
rie. She’s well-fixed now, bless her! She mar- 
ried an iceman.) 

“About a week after Thompson came to the 
house we got up a parlor-concert. 
the ladies were wild for novelty. 

“« How nice it would be,’ they said: ‘to have 


some one who’d never played an instrument | 


tackle it, and see how near he could come to a 
tune!’ So the night of the concert they sent 
out for a banjo—none of us could play it—and 
we drew lots for the soloist. ‘Thompson was 
the man that the number connected with; and, 
after the lungs had been thumped out of the 
piano, they put him up at the end of the room 
and gave him the banjo. 

“He was a bashful man, Thompson was, and 
he blushed like a hot stove when he saw all the 
girls smiling at him. He acted as though he 
thought the banjo was alive and ’d bite him. 


First he took it up by the handle and held it | 


out at arms’ length and picked at it. He jumped 
when he happened to strike the G-string; but 
soon he got more confident, and ran his hand 
over the drum and made a noise like a hail- 


storm on an attic-roof. When he saw that it | 


didn’t kick or explode, he punched away at it 
with better courage, and finally he managed to 
dig out something that he called ‘ Yankee Doo- 
dle,’ and the girls let him off. 

“¢Williamth,’ said he, as we went up to our 


learn ith!’ 
«Will you go over to Georgetown when you 
practise ?”’ said I. 


That time 
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NEW YORK FROM THE BRIDGr, AS PUCK SAW IT LAST MONDAY AFTERNOON, 








to anything)—‘I thall practhith here, and give 
the houthe the benefith of ith.’ 





shows in the parlor inside of a month, Good- 
night!’ 

| “Well, he did it. He bought a banjo next 
| day, and began to take lessons from a girl who 
was an amateur performer. She was a holy 
terror. I knew by the exercises she gave him. 
Most people, you know, start in on ‘Home, 
Sweet Home; but she switched him off onto 
‘Old Dan Tucker’ the first thing. 

“It would have broken your heart to hear 
him knock the old man out. Thompson had a 
sort of three-year-old voice, and he was tongue- 
tied, and when he tried to sing, nigger-fashion, 
he’d go: 

‘ Gith outher dthe way, olth Than Thucker! 
Thell your folkth 7 ’m thomin’ tho thupper!’ 





and-he’d grunt and gurgle, trying to talk plain, 
till you couldn’t rest. 

‘“‘ His practising was pretty rough on me, for 
he kept at it from seven in the morning till two 
the next morning, so I couldn’t get a chance 
to hear myself think. One day I had a tele- 
_ gram to write, and I tried getting him drunk, 
| to hush him up; but he went down-stairs, half 
| undressed and full as a goat, and sat on the 
| front door-steps, and played and sang till I 
| hauled him into the coal-cellar and locked him 


| and I'd have to grin and bear it till the fool- 
| killer made his rounds. 


|  * But the worst of all was when he got mashed 





| 








| up. After that I knew it was a hopeless case, | 
rooms: ‘ith a noble inthrument! I’m going tho | 


on the girl who gave him lessons, and began to ° 


“«QOh, no!’ said he—(he never could drop | compose songs about her! I’d come home, 


feeling first-rate on account of beating the of- 
fice on a bill of expenses, and I’d start to write 


“«That’s very kind of you,’ said I: ‘Tl | a religious poem, when he’d tune up the banjo 
buy a tambourine, and we’ll have nigger-minstrel | and break in with: 


* You athk if my loveth thrue, love: 
My love ith like the thtarth!’ 


and I’d have to roll over on the bed and 
swear till I lost my religious idea entirely—not 
to mention how I threw away my chance of 
salvation at the same time. It was rough, boys, 
and I hope you'll never have to go through 
such an experience! 

“T got so that I hated that girl of his with a 
fiendish hatred. I used to print satirical verses 
about ‘The Banjo-Banger’s Bride,’ and send 
him marked copies; but, bless you! that only 
made him love her harder! I sent my girl to 
hint to him how unhappy married people were, 
when their musical tastes were the same. Zhat 
didn’t fetch him, either. He said the excep- 
tion proved the rule, and a woman who had 
no banjo-music in her soul was only fit for a 
newspaper man—or words to that effect. My 
girl told me that it was a real double-and- 
twisted affection, on his part, and I noticed 
Thompson used to sing: 


‘ Though all the worlth be falthe, love, 
Yeth will I thill be thrue!’ 


* So it went along for two or three months. 
I lost flesh at the. rate of a pound a day, and 
there was a blue streak of profanity around me 
all the time. You can bet I wasn’t happy while 
I was at the house, but when I went to the of- 
fice my spirits weren’t any lighter, though I 
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had a good deal more in me. The boys got to 
be afraid I was going insane, and they had a 
lot of experts around to watch me on the sly. 
It was lucky they were experts, for they got to 
calling each other liars and quacks and forgot 
all about me; but it was a dreadful narrow 
shave from the asylum, and I made up my 
mind I’d have to get away from Thompson. 
“Tt didn’t take me long to start. On a Tues- 
day I heard of the experts, and Wednesday 
afternoon I began to pack up my traps around 
the boarding-house. As I slung the pipes and 
empty bottles into my closet, 1 could hear 
Thompson, on the other side of the wall: 


¢ Our blithful dream ith o’er, love! 
Those thocunth hourth are path—’ 


But I wasn’t expecting him to come into my 
room, as he did a few minutes later, and I was 
so astonished that I stood and stared at him. 

«“ He looked hard. There was a grief-stricken 
expression on his face, such as I had never 
seen there before, and his eyes were almost as 
red as his nose. He flopped into a chair, 
grinned feebly, gasped once or twice, and then 
broke out: 

“¢Tth all up, Williamth! The’th detheived 
me! Oh, Thuthan, Thuthan, how coulth you 
leave your Thompthon!’ 

“TI thought I saw light ahead, and I asked 
him: 

“¢ Has she gone back on you, old man ?’ 

“¢QOh, Thuthan, Thuthan!’ he said: ‘Yeth; 
the’th eloped with a thewing-mathine agenth!’ 

“Then he gave a dive into his room, and 
brought out that cusséd banjo. 

“‘¢ Here ith the wretthed plaything for whith 
I have thold mythelf!? he howled, holding it 
up and looking at it scornfully: ‘here ith the 
inthrument of my dethruthion!’ 

“¢Same here!’ I said: ‘ Better smash it.’ 

“Tho I will!’ said he. 

“And he did. And I helped him. 

““« Thompson,’ said I, as we stood looking 
at the fragments: ‘I believe that banjo will be 
missed around here more than I would have 
been. But I guess I won’t move!’ 

“ Well, you may know that Thompson was a 
changed man. When he reformed he went 
the entire swine: knocked off cigarettes and 
church-fairs and everything injurious. And to- 
day, gentlemen—/o-day—he is Warden of the 
biggest jail in the State of Mississippi! 

““«¢ Now, you know,’ said Mr. Williams, as he 
held up three fingers and hissed at the bar- 
tender: ‘ you know I generally give you boys 
moral yarns. I don’t know whether this has 
any moral or not; but if it has, the moral is: 
Always help to smash a. banjo when you have 
the chance!’ ” Wa _tTER L, SAWYER. 








“ HAWKEYE” DOTS. 





Sunlight bleaches linen to a snowy whiteness, 
and turns the snowy complexion of the prettiest 
girl in town to a dusky hue. Away with such 
an inconsistent sun. 


The first telegraph-office in the Holy Land 
has just been opened in Nazareth. Isn’t it a 
funny coincidence that right on the heels of 
this announcement both Jay Gould and William 
H. Vanderbilt should start across the ocean, 
headed due east, as fast as wind and steam could 
carry them? 


The London Lancet says roller-skating is ex- 
cellent exercise for children, “ especially such 
as are subject to bleeding at the nose.’’ And for 
the life of us we cannot understand why a hat- 
ful of pine slivers in the back, and a lump as 
big as a hen’s egg on the back of the head 
should be good for the nose-bleed. But the 
Lancet very probably knows. Or, more prob- 
ably, it does not. 





A writer speaks of “the dusky ages of the 
history of man.” Oh, yes; that’s so. Been 
getting more or less duskier ever since the war; 
but seems to be gradually bleaching down to a 
shade that will make it easy to match a coach- 
man to a russet harness for village-carts. Most 
of the travelers through the South have noticed 
this. 


By the laws of Denmark a drunken person 
unable to walk is taken to the station or to his 
home in a close carriage, at the expense of the 
house that sold him his liquor. This is an im- 
provement on the American plan of clubbing 
the man on the feet until he gets up, and then 
pounding him on the head all the way to the 
station-house, and making him pay for the club, 
if it breaks. 


One of the bitterest shocks that ever fall like 
blocks of ice upon the heart of a merry, loving, 
trusting boy, is the assurance, at last, that “ras- 
sel” is spelled “ wrestle.’ His heart is soured 
and crushed by this blow; he loses faith in 
humanity, his ambition dies, and in a dull, pain- 
less resignation he puts on tight boots, wears 
gloves and collars, and accepts the pitiless dic- 
tionary-spelling of “summerset,’”’ and ‘reluc- 
tantly adds the final “‘e” to words properly end- 
ing in “i-n.” 

“ ANNABEL JANE.”’—Of course a woman can 
keep a secret. A great deal better than a man 
can, One little secret will last a woman through 
a two-hour shopping-excursion, a mite society, 
a missionary circle, ten calls and a household- 
furniture auction, and there’s enough of it left 
to tell her husband when he gets home. Now, 
a man would forget three-fifths of both ends of 
it before he could get half so far with it. A 
woman keep a secret? Annabel, she can keep 
it on the dead run more miles in more hours 
than a man can make it walk.— Robert J. Bur- 
dette, in Burlington Hawkeye. 


COLONEL YERGER is losing his eye-sight, but 
his appetite is just about the same as ever. He 
gets his dinners at a hotel, and his impaired 
vision is a source of great distress to him. 
When he was asked if he experienced any in- 
convenience, he replied, emphatically: 

“T should say so. I can’t read this bill-of- 
fare properly. I am hungry yet from missing 
two kinds of fish day before yesterday, and I 
skipped the custard-pie yesterday, and over- 
looked some fresh dewberries they had to-day. 
Impaired vision is a great affliction. I can 
never tell now when I am through dinner.’”’— 
Texas Sifiings. 





CASTORIA. 
Stomachs will sour and milk will curdle 
In spite of doctois and the cradle; 
Thus it was that our pet Victoria 
Made home how! until sweet Castor1a 
Cured her pains—then for peaceful slumber 
All said our prayers and slept like thunder. 





The good words spoken about Swayne’s Ointment for 


| Itching Piles, is proof of its value to thoughtful people. 





THEY DON’T RECOMMEND IT. 

If you want to know all about the utter worthlessness 
of the work done by the Durham House Drainage Com- 
pany consult the nearest plumber, but if you prefer to 
form your own opinion call or send for a pamphlet to 
No. 187 Broadway. 





Second Edition! Second Edition! 
“‘PICKINGS FROM PUCK.” 
64 Pages, Puck Size. 
PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 
pas? By Mail to Any Part of the World, Zhirty Cents. 


Over 300 Illustrations. 








NOTICE TO ADVERTISERS. 


To insure prompt attention, Advertisers will please 
hand in their copy for new announcements or alterations 
at least one week ahead of the issue in which they are to 
appear. PUBLISHERS PUCK. 





ESPENSCHEID’S LEADING STYLE for the Summer is 
the most chaste and elegant specimen of a gentleman’s Dress 
Hat that we have yet seen. Call and judge for yourselves at 118 
Nassau Street. 








REMEMBER!! 


WE RECOMMEND 


BROWS GINGER 


Made for More than 50 Years at 
PHILADELPHIA 


Frederick Brown, 


As the BEST and most reli- 
able article in the market. 
In many cases of Rheumatism 
it has been used with very 
great service. Applied on 
FLANNEL it is often as ef- 
fective as a MUSTARD 
PLASTER. Asa STIM- 
ULANT it has no Reaction, 
and will do no harm if taken 
according to Directions. It 
SUSTAINS the STRENGTH 
OF THE WEARY,—keeps 
the action of the Skin GOOD 
—Counteracts the effect of 
BAD WATER and ALKALI 
WATER, and has never been 
claimed to be a Specific. It 
will not do impossibilities, 
but where Cramps and Colics 
are caused by imprudence in 
Eating, relief may be confi- 
dently expected. 

Be sure you get the GEN- 
UINE BROWN’S GINGER. 
Ask for Frederick Brown’s 
Ginger—the Old-fashioned— 
TAKE NO OTHER! 


Price, Fifty Cents a Bottle. 








PREFERRED BY LEADING ARTISTS. 
Salesroom: 149—155 E. 14th Street, N. Y. 


THE MOST POPULAR IN USE. 
PE N SS ons 161610008 a 
For SALE BY ALL STATIONERS. 
ESTERBROOK STEEL PEN CO., 
» New York. 


Works, Camden, N.J. 26 John St. 


$5 to $20 since Soo Bortiand Sdaine” © °C Address 


B OKER’S BITTERS 


The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH BITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New Yorks 
Illustrated Book. 


THE BIGGEST THING OUT ‘exes-t= 


NASON 60 111 Nassau St., N. ¥. 
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DECKER 


MATCHLESS PIANOS: 
33 UNION SQUARE, N. Y. 


Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, Cd express, of the best 
Candies in the World, put up in hand- 
some boxes. Allstrictly pure. Suitable 
for presents. Try it once. 


Address Cc. F. GUNTHER, Confectioner, 
78 Madison St., Chicago. 
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for the Million. 
The largest assortment in the World from the smallest to the largest 
size in Solid Gold, Silver, and Nickel Cases, from $6 to $150—all 
reliable and each fully warranted. Chains, Rings, Lace Pins, Ear- 


rings, Bangle Bracelets, Cuff Buttons, Studs etc., at prices in reach 
ofall. Also, bargains in Diamonds. 

An article of Jewelry is the most suitable gift for a lady or gentle- 
man, and this is the best place to buy it. 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 
Price list free. 363 Canal Street, New York. 





CRANDALL & CO., 
569 Sd Avenue, near 87th St. 
Established over 40 years. 
Centennial and other awards. Latest 
styles Baby Carriages, in cane, reed, and 
wood, $5 to $50, warranted. Largest 
varietv. Also Velocipedes, Propellers, 
Doll Carriages, and Boys’ Wagons. 
Goods shipped C. O. D. anywhere, 
Wholesale and retail. Send for descrip- 
tive circular. Cut this out. 


OPEN EVENINGS. 


ARNHEIM 


THE TAILOR, 
190 and 192 BOWERY, Cor SPRING ST. 
GREAT REDUCTION. 


Elegant Trousers, made to measure, at 84 
Fiue Suits, esi vi ~ “« 16 
Overcoats, - © ” “ 


STYLISH CUTTING. 


ag Our only Branch Store in thi< City is at 
305 BROADWAY, corner Duane Street. 


Geo, 8, Gul, Be & Co's 
GROWN COLLAR, 


HEIGHT tn Front, 244. 
HeiGut 1n Back, 1%. 














LUETT'’S 





MONARCH SHIRTS 
'SOLD BY LEADING DEALERS 


A. WEIDMANN & C@O., 


Sos BROADWAT, 
Cor. Duane Street, NEW YORE. 
Importers and Manufacturers of 


TOYS, FIREWORKS, 
Masks, Gold and Silver Trimmings, Spangles and other 
Material for Costumes, etc. 

















Willsend pre toany add 
BAND CAT 
for 1883, 








name in New Tvpe, ard an ELEGANT 48 pare, Gilt 
Bound FLORAL AUTOGRAPH ALBUM, all 
for 15cts. SNOW & CO., Meriden, Conn. 


| al me en IRD IOC ARENT EEE IAI ESB SS NR ANSARI IEE 
Le. INF) all Urinary troubles quick- 

ty and safely cured with 
K| DN EF y DOCUTA SANDALWOOD. 
ures in seven days. Avoid injurious 


imitations; none but the Docuta gen- 
uine. Full directions. Price $1.50; half boxes, %5 cents. All 
Druggists. 


40 New and Beautifal CHROMO CARDS, 
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ALL 1N SEARCH OF HEALTH SHOULD WEAR 


DR. SCOTT’S ELECTROPATHIC BELTS. 


To Promote the Circulation, to Stimulate the Organic Action, to Renew 
Vital Energy and Assist Digestion. 


Physicians 





cases, 


Best, Safest, and Most Effectual 

Pleurisy, Tumors, Asthma, 
of Voice, Hysteria, Cutan- 
cured some of the most ob- 





ipooaseces 
b 
 /f====2=------------ 





RIE $3.00 


ITS EXTRAORDINARY CURES ARE TRULY MARVELLOUS. 


There is no shock whatever, but a most agreeable feeling enjoyed in wearing them; they can be worn day or night. 


They are lined with red medicated felt, with sateen outside. 


From C. W. Hornish. Peoria, Ix. 
Dr. Scott,—I have spent several hundred dollars in the 

City of Peoria, doctoring for kidney, liver and nervous dis- 

eases, during twelve years, but have received no permanent 

benefit. I have since worn one of Dr. Scott’s Electric Belts, 

and am entirely cured. I have also found great relief from 

neuralgia in the use of his Hair Brush. 

Mr. MORRIS 


e 
vouch for the merits of our goods. 


Being adjustable, this Belt will fit any person. 
Exuicott City, Mo. 
Dr. Scott,— Your Garments have been of more benefit to 
me during the past few months than all the medicine I have 
taken for years. R. H, THompson, 


Many thousands of such testimonials from all parts of the 
globe can be seen at our office. 


» the venerable President of the greut New York Life Insurance Company, will 


The Bank of Metropolis, New York, will vouch for our financial responsibility. 
© price will be returned in every case where the goods are not as represented. If you will 
order on these terms, and send us the price, with twenty cents added for packing and registration, we will send it on trial, 
postpaid—guaranteeing safe delivery into your hands; or ask yourdealer for them. 
Remit by post-office money order, drafts, currency or stamps. Make all orders payable to 


Mention Puck On Wuerts. 
AGENTS WANTED EVERYWHERE. 


GEO, A. SCOTT, 842 Broadway, New York. 


DR. SCOTT’S ELECTRIC CORSETS. New prices, $1.00, $1.50, $2.00, $3.00. 


ON SAME 


DR. SCOTT'S ELECTRIC BRUSHES. New prices, $1.00, $1.50, $2.00, $2.50, $3.00.) TERMS. 


A MAN in the West is raising a fibrous plant 
which is converted into false hair. “ Raising 
hair” is not a new industry in the West, by a 
large majority. The Indians have been quite 
successful at that business for years, Perhaps 
Sitting Bull and his band, who are about settling 
down to agricultural pursuits, will beat their 
tomahawks and scalping-knives into plough- 
shares and mowing-machines with a keener sat- 
isfaction when they learn that they can raise 
hair on their lands without provoking the ire of 
our Government.—Norristown Herald. 


LAWRENCE BarretT’s daughter is going to 
marry a German Baron, and when it is all over 
Mr. Barrett will be more imperious than ever 
when he orders Lyonnaise potatos for breakfast 
in the same tone of voice that he launches the 
curse of Rome upon the dudes that are trying 
to get his girl away from him in “ Richelieu.” 
Mr. Barrett will be a Brevet-Baron after the 
wedding.—Peck’s Sun, 


OMAHA wonders why she can’t produce a 
great actor or poet, and then turns around and 
tells of a citizen falling beneath a wagon loaded 
with two tons of stone and having a wheel pass 
over his head without cracking his skull.—De- 
troit Free Press. 





*,*Ask any good physician the reason and he will 
tell you something interferes with the working of 
the great organs. Kidney-Wort enables thera to 
overcome all obstructions and preserve perfect 
health. Try a box ora bottle at once. 





WITH 


FIVE DOLLARS 


You Can Buy a WHoLe ImegriaL AustRIAN 


100-Florins Vienna City Government Bond, 


Which bonds are issued and secured by the Government, and are 
redeemable in drawings 


FOUR TIMES ANNUALLY, 


Until each and every bond is drawn, with a larger or smailer 
premium. Every bond must draw a prize, as there are no blanks. 
The three highest prizes amount to 


200,000 Florins, 
60,000 Florins, 
30,000 Florins, 
And bonds not drawing one of the above prizes must draw a 
Premium of not less than 130 Florins. 
The next drawing takes place on the 


2nd of July, 1883, 


and every bond bo:ght of us on or before the end of July is 
entitled to the whole premium that may be drawn thereon on that 
date. Out-of-town orders, sent in registered letters and enclosing 
$5, will secure one of these bonds for the next drawing. 

For orders, circulars, and any other information, address 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING CO., 


No. 207 Broadway, cor. Fulton Street, N. Y, City, 
[Established in 1874.] 


N. B.—In writing, please state you saw this in the English Puck. 

aa The above Government Ronds are not to be compared with 
any Lottery whatsoever, and do not conflict with any of the laws 
of the United States. 


Dental Office. 
PHILIPPINE DIEFENBACH- 
‘RUCHSESS, 

162 W. 23rd Street, bet. 6th and 7th Aves., New York. 











MORPHINE HABIT, 
No pay till cured, Ten 
years established, 1,000 
cured. State case. ‘Dr. 
Marsh, Quincy, Mich. 


























SS ST 














ntl 


| 


a 











2 attend at a 
= SS waren 














222 


rPyvt.a. 




















DROPS OF WATER, 

Mr. Joseru Bicknett, No. 642 Main Street, Cambridgeport, 
Mass., writes, April 27, 1883: ‘I have been terribly afflicted for 
a number of yeass with gravel and kidney disease. My urine con- 
tained brick-dust deposits, and at times I could not pass my wa- 
ter except in drops and with great pain ; and have had to get up 
as many as fifteen times during the night. I tried several physi- 
cians; they did me no good, but a friend of mine, who had used 
Hunt’s Remedy, told me to get a bottle and try it. He had been 
cured of a severe case similar to mine, and that others had used 
Hunt’s Remedy in Cambridge, and pronounced it a medicine of 
real merit. After being repeatedly urged I purchased.a bottle; 
and before I had used all of it I passed a stone as large as a pea, 
followed by smaller ones. I have used in all ten bottles, and it 
has completely cured me. My kidneys are in excellent condi- 
tion, and for one of my age (68) sixty-eight years, I can truly say 
I feel like a young man with strength and vitality. My family use 
the Remedy, and would not be without it, and never fail to rec- 
ommend it to our friends and neighbors in Cambridge and Boston. 
You are at liberty to use my name in praise of the best kidney 
and liver medicine, Hunt’s Remedy.” 


‘DID WONDERS FOR ME.” 


The above words are from Mr. Lewis Keen, No. 9 Highland 
Avenue, Malden, Mass., April 28, 1883. He says: ‘‘I have been 
troubled for years with kidney and liver complaint, followed by 
gravel, with severe pains in my back and groins. I had great 
trouble in passing water, it being scanty, and accompanied by 
terrible burning, the vessel being coated with brick-dust deposit. 
I was recommended to use Hunt’s Remedy by a friend who had 
been completely cured of a similar trouble, I purchased a bottle 
at the druggist’s, and commenced to improve at once, I have 
used but two bottles, and it has done wonders for me—no more 
kidney trouble, no more pain. It has given me new life, and I 
would not be without Hunt’s Remedy at any price, Itis all that 
it is recommended to be, and I cheerfully give this testimony for 
the benefit of the many sufferers from kidney disease and gravel.”” 


THE ORGUINETTE 








18 THE MOST WONDERFUL MUSIC-PRODUCING IN- 
STRUMENT IN THE WORLD. 


IT PLAYS EVERYTHING—SACRED, SECULAR 
AND POPULAR! 


IT IS A MARVEL OF CHEAPNESS, AND THE KING OF 
MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS ! 


Large Pipe Organs, Pianos and Reed Organs may all be seen 
operating mechanically as Orguirettes, Musical Cabinets, and 


LOCALETTES. 





[THE GENUINE ARTICLE.] 





From the St. Helena, Cal., Star. 


—Brick for sale, see ad. 

—The Band was out ‘Tuesday night. 

—O. K. Nickerson is laid up with a cold. 

—Gas fixtures have been put into the Svar 
office. 

Mr. Kettlewell is again able to be on the 
street. 

—Mrs, Richards is quite sick at her rooms 
in the Bank building. 

—Starr Flour reduced to $1. 65 per sk. at 
the Pavilion. 

—I. S. and E. W. Brown have just received 
a large stock of shelf-hardware. 

—Chas. E. Livermore, of San Francisco, 
registered at the Windsor Wednesday. 

—Dennis Spencer, W. F. Henning and Judge 
Towle, of Napa, were in town Tuesday. 

—“ Vallevista”’ is the name adopted by Mrs, 
B. O. Carr for their beautiful home near Ingle- 
wood. 

—J. H. Steves has been to the city and has 
received a large invoice of gas fixtures, Drop 
in and take a look at them. 

—Mrs. Chas. Krug invites the graduating 
class of the public school to a picnic on her 
lawn, Saturday, the 26th inst. 

— Now is the time to get your gas-pipes in. 
Go to Steves! Why? Because he has the 
men that understand the business, 

—Col. Fraser and W. G. Chiles returned 
last week from a two-weeks’ hunting-trip in 
Lake and Mendocino counties, 

—Charles J. Field is seriously ill at Los An- 
geles, as we are sorry to learn by a letter from 
his brother William. Brace up, Charlie. 





If your c-mplaint is want of appetite, try half a wine-glass of 
Angostura Bitters half an hour before dinner. Beware of 
counterfeits. Ask poe grocer or druggist for the genuine article, 
manufactured by Dr. 1G >. B. Siegert & Sons. 


BAUS PIANOS 


ag in use at the Grand Conservatory of Music. {uasy. 
Warerooms: 26 W. 23rd St., — 5 - 








Cabinettos, at the most novel and interesting music war 
in the world. 


No. 831 Broadway, 


Between 12th and 13th Sts. NEW YORK. 


THE MECHANICAL ORGUINETTE Co, 


Sole Manufacturers and Patentees, aa Send for Circular 


THE BRADLEY 








ROAD CART 


Aboveillustration represents our No. 4 or Phaeton 
We also make tliem with skeleton bodies, just the thing se son 
ring trotters or breaking colts, Our No. 3}, or Single Park 
Cart is used very extensively by Gentlemen Drivers in sperd- 
ing on the road or track, weighs 100 1Ls,, and as handsomely 
finished as the finest carriage, 


FIVE STYLES weighing from 90 to 160 Ibs. 

Prices from GSO to SBO. 

> First-Class in every respect, and everybody likes them: 
Send for Illustrated Price List. 


BRADLEY & CO, S28°8225 "32° 





a —_ in rj1r own town. Terms and $4 outfit free. Add 
$66 fe sates a co Poriand, Maine, . - 





Billiard and Pool Balls, 
CHECKS, 
MARTINGALE RINGS, 







COMP. IVORY MFG. Co. 
251 Centre St. 
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AMERICAN STANDARD 


BILLIARD AND POOL TABLES, 


New and Second-hand, at Low prices and on easy terms. 


Warerooms: 900 BROADWAY , Corner 20th Street, N. Y. 


**T owe my 
Restoration 
to Health 
and Beauty 
to the 
CU TICURA 

REMEDIES. 


‘Testepentes of a Bose 
ton lady. 





ISFIGURING Humors, Humil ating Eruptions, Itching Tor- 
tures, Scrofula, Sal* Kheun , atid Infantile Humors cured by 
the Curicura REMEDIES. 

CuricurA REsoLvenT, the n w blood purifier, cleanses the 
blood and ——_ of impurities and poisonous elements, and 
thus removes the cause. 

Cuticura, the great Skin Cure, instantly allays Itching and 
Inflammation, clears the Skin and Scalp, heals Ulcers and Sores, 
and restores the Hair. 

Cuticura Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier and Toilet Requi- 
site, prepared from CuTicura, is indispensable in treating Skin 
_ Baby Humors, Skin B hes, Sunburn, and Greasy 

kin. 

Cuticura Remepigs are absolutely pure, and the only infallible 
Blood Purifiers and Skin Beautifiers. 

Sold everywhere. Price, Cuticura, 50 cents; Soap, 25 cents; 
Resolvent, $1. Porter DruG Anp CHEmicat Co., Boston, Mass. 


COLUMBIA BICYCLES. 


Thousands in daily use by doctors, lawyers, 
ministers, editors, merchants, &c., &c. Send 
3c stamp for elegantly illustrated 36-page cata- 

ogue to 


THE POPE MFG. Co., 


7/\\ 4A Sh 
GJ) SR 575 Washington St., Boston, Mass. 
New York RivinG-ScHoo., 214 E. 34th St. 























= ANTI- a ale 


we PATENT, U.S.A, JAN. — inlets 


PENS TO REFILL, 


(Fine, Medium, or Broad Points), 
4c. PER BOX. 














MAY THE 


BE CARRIED ORDINARY 
IN THE POCKET CHARACTERISTICS 
WITHOUT OF THE 
LEAKING HAND-WRITING 
ANDIS ARE 
READY FOR ENTIRELY 
IMMEDIATE USE PRESERVED 
$1.00 $150 
POCKET siz- DESK SIZE 
REQUIRES NO PEN RENEWABLE 
ADJUSTMENT AT PLEASURE 


FITTED WITH A NON-C -CORRODIBLE PEN. 


Simple in construction and not liable to aet out of order. 
POCKET SIZE FITTED WITH 


PALLADIUM PEN 
$2.50 rs ie $3.00 


Gold. — 





DESK SIZE 





SOLD BY ALL STATIONERS, 


THOS. DE LA RUE & CO. 
MANUFACTURERS AND SOLE LICENSEES, 
LONDON, PARIS, AND NEW YORK. 


CUSTOM TAILORING. 
Light, Durable Fabrics for Summer Wear. 
MODERATE PRICES. 


lees Til 


S2o BROADWAY S2c. 
189—151 BOWERY. 


Samples and SeLF-MEASUREMENT chart mailed on application. 
BRANCH STORES IN ALL PRINCIPAL CITIES. 














JOSEPH GILLOTT'S 


STEEL PENS 


fo1oBr ALL DEALERS TuwRoUuGHoUT rE WORLO, 
GOLDMEDAL PARIS EXPO SITION-1878, 








SPENCERIAN 


STEEL 
PENS. 





In 20 Numbers, of superior English make, suited to every style of writing. A Sample of 
each for trial, by mail, on receipt of 25 Cemts. Ask your Stationer for the SPENCERIAN PENS, 


IVISON, BLAKEMAN, TAYLOR & CO., New York. 
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*‘THE MANHATTAN ought to become a well-be!oved title 
to readers of current literature.”’—. Y. Zridune. ‘‘ The lovers 
of brignt and readable magazine I terature will wish it well.”— 
Boston ¥ournal. ‘‘ Come to stay ’’—Literary World. **\t will 
soon make room for itself.”"— Springfield Republican. ‘‘ Amodel 
publication of its kind.”"—Baltim:re American. ‘A beautiful 
and representative magazine.’ — Chicago Inter-Ocean. 


THE MANBATTAN 


FOR JUNE 
CONTAINS: 


People and Piaces in Quatemala. 
Illustrated. By Ferp. C. VALENTINE. 


Here and There in Chester and Oxford. 
Illustrated. By F. A. Matuews: 


The Revival of Humanism, | sie 
The Story of the Masternienes. ieiaieas 
A Poet Too Little Known. 

Short Stories. 


By Francis Avexts CHapotsky, Marta Louise Poor and 
Freperick D. Storey. 


Poems. 
By Louise CHANDLER Movutton, Epna Dean Proctor, 
Cuartes Hutt Botsrorp and Frank D. Y. CaRPENTER. 


Recent Literature-Town Talk—Salmagundi. 


A new volume will begin with the July number, which will con- 
tain a profusely illustrated article on Princeton College by the 
Rev. Henry J. van Dyke, Jr. Pastor of the Brick Church, New 
Vork; the first part of a serial, ‘‘ Beatrix Randolph,” by Julian 
Hawthorne—a story of modern New York society, which will run 
through six numbers; and the first part of a story by Philip 
Bourke Marston. $300 a year, postage paid; 25 cemts a 
number. Published at 


TEMPLE COURT, NEW YORK CITY. 


C. Pepper. 


By Joe: Benton. 





ARNOLD, 
CONSTABLE & GO. 


HOSIERY DEPARTMENT. 


Opera Lisle Threads, Bleached, Un- 
bleached and Colored. 

Silk Opera Hose, in the newest colorings. 

Real Point Lace Embroidered Silk Hose. 

Silk Sleeveless Cardigan Vests—in every 
variety of color. 

Novelties in Gentlemen’s Lisle Thread, 
Silk and Balbriggan Half Hose. 
Boys’ Ribbed Cotton Hosiery (Gussetted 

Feet.) 


BROADWAY and 19th St. 
NEW YORK. 











MAGIC LA ERNS & SLID ‘anted. 
tical and Musical Wonder Catalogue FREE. 
THEO. 5. HAR BACH, 809 Filbert St,Phila Pa, 


Relieved and cured without the injury trusses inflict | 3A. 


SHERMAN’S method. Office, 25: Broadway, New York. His 
book, with strong endorsements and photographic likenesses of 
bad cases before and after cure, mailed for ten cents. 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours. For particulars address with stamp to 
H. EICKHORN, No. 6 St. Mark’s Place, New York. 


IF You ARE MARRIED or contemplate taking this im- 
§ portan: step, we can send you in- 

formation which you ought to know, and worth $100. Our 16-page circu- 

ar mailed free. Address OGILVIE & CU.,33 Rose Street, New York. 


“OPERA BOXES.” ; 
Beautiful set of Jwforted Cards, by mail, on receipt of two 3c. 
stamps. WHITING, 50 Nassau St., N. Y. 























72 A WEEK. $12 a day at home easily made, Costly outfit free. 
Address, True & Co., Augusta, Maine. 








A LITTLE LADY. 





I know a little lady 
Who wears a hat of green, 
All trimmed with red, red roses, 
And a blackbird on the brim. 


She ties it down with ribbons 
Under her dimpled chin: 

For oitentimes it ’s breezy 
When she comes tripping in. 


She Il drop a dainty courtesy, 

Perhaps she *ll throw a kiss; 
She brings so many hundred 

That one she ’Il never miss. 
With laughing, sunny glances 

She comes, her friends to greet; 
There ’s not another maiden 

In all the world so sweet! 


Her name? The roses tell you! 
Tis in the blackbird’s tune! 
This smiling little lady 
Is just our own dear June! 
—Lizzie L. Gould, in St. Nicholas. 


THE Supreme Court of Kentucky has decided 
that a wife may recover money lost by her hus- 
band at gambling. So, when a man wins he 
pockets the money and has a high old time, and 
when he loses he lets his wife go and get the 
money back. It is a splendid law for the poor 
hardworking citizens who “ buck the tiger,’’ but 
it is mighty hard on the tiger.—Peck’s Sun. 


THE War Department recently advertised for 
proposals to furnish the army with eight thou- 
sand scrubbing-brushes, An army armed with 
scrubbing-brushes would certainly send a thrill 
of terror through the enemy. Our army, it is 
suspected, contemplate “scouring the plains” 
and having a brush with the Indians.—Aorris- 
town Herald, 


MopjJesKa has told a newspaper man, in her 
peculiar broken English, that she has “ no loafer 
except her husband.” One loafer of a hus- 
band is generally considered a great sufficiency 
by our native dramatic gentlewomen.—PaAila- 
delphia News. 


“ WHISKEY,”’ said the doctor: “hardens the 
brains,” 

“Maybe it does,’”’ replied the horrible ex- 
ample: “but it softens the knees most won’er- 
fully.”’—Burlington Hawkeye. 

A Jackson County milkman, while working 
the pump-handle, calls out: 

“ H’ist there! so, boss, so there, now!” 

It is a way he has of easing his conscience. 
—Modern Argo. 


An Opinion from the Churchful City. 
PICKINGS FROM PUCK is a large pamphlet filled with 
readings and pictures from that lively comic journal. It 
should keep the most bilious man in good humor.— 
Brooklyn Times. 





The woman who seeks relief from pain by the 
free use of alcoholic stimulants and narcotic drugs 
finds what she seeks only so far as sensibility is 
destroyed or temporarily suspended. No cure was 
ever wrought by such means, and the longer they are 
employed the more hopeless the case becomes. 
Leave chloral, morphia and belladonna alone and 
use Mrs. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound. 


QSTURA 





BITTERS. 


BEWARE OF COUNTERFEITS. 


An excellent appetizing tonic of 
A exquisite flavor, now used over 
the whole orld, cures Dyspep- 
sia, Diarrhoea, Fever and Ague, 
@ and all disorders of the Digestive 
7 Organs. A few drops impart a 
delicious flavor to a glass of cham- 
pagne, and to all summ: * drinks. 

ry it, but beware of counterfeits. 
Ask your grocer or druggist for 
the genuine article, manufactured 
rae J. G. B. SIEGERT & 


J. W. WUPPERMANN, 
(Successor to J. W. HANCOX.) 
Sole Agent for the United States. 
61 Broadway, NW YORK. 


PERLE D’OR 


OAD? ta ivaD 


Dry and Extra Dry. 
178 Duane St., N. Y. 


Pickings from Puck. 


BEING A 


CHOICE COLLECTION 


OF 
Pre-euuinently Perfect Pieces, Poems and 


PICTURES FROM PUCK. 


64 Pages, Puck Size. Over 300 Illustrations. 
PRICE 25 CENTS. 


pes~Ar Mail to Any Part of the World, 7%irty Cents. 


PATENT COVERS 


FOR 


FILING PUCK. 


They are simple, strong and easily used. 
Preserve the papers perfectly, as no holes are 
punched through them. 

Will always lie open, even when full. Allow 
any paper on file to be taken off without dis- 
turbing the rest. 

Will be mailed to any part of the United 
States upon receipt of $1.25. 




















KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, 
21, 23 & 25 Warren St., N. Y. 
TEEISS’S MUSIC HALL AND ALHAMBRA COURT, 
nto 8 oe, | ee 
CONCERT EVERY AFTERNOON AND EVENING. 


fees PRINTING INK. weed on this publication, is 
manufactured by GEO. H, MORRILL & CO 
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manufacturer of 
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Send for descriptive circular. 


ESTABLISHED 1844. 


J. Cc. TODD, 
ENCINEER & MACHINIST. 


Flax, Hemp, Jute, Rope, Oakum, and Bagging Machinery, Steam Engines, Boilers, etc. Sole agent 
for Mayher’s New Patent Acme Steam Engine and Force Pump combined. Also owner and exclusive 


The New Baxter Patent Portable Steam Engine. 


These engines are admirably adapted to all kinds of light power for driving printing presses, pumping 
water, sawing wood, grinding coffee, ginning cotton, and all kinds of agricultural and mechanical pur- 
poses, and are furnished at the following low prices: 

1 Horse Power, $150. 

2 Horse Power, 

3 Horse Power, 
Address 


1% Horse Power, $190. 
245. 234 Horse Power, 275. 
290. 4 Horse Power, 350. 


J. C. TODD, Paterson, New Jersey, 


Or No. 17 Barelay Street, New York. 




















MANN. LITH. 23-25 WARREN ST.NY. 


— Money!” 


MAYER, MERKEL & O 
. 
. 





—‘QOh, by what means can I ever reach Harmony!” —— Ecxo 


”) 
NM 
2) 
fe) 
a 
fa] 
o> 
HK 
a 
fe) 
rs 
fay 
O 
EE 
O 
x 
fx] 
> 
H 


despair) 


REPUBLICAN Party (i 


OFFICE OF “PUCK” 23 WARREN ST. NEW YORK. 
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